'ne~^ug<dte of Hamlet 

H.<w. How long will a man lie i’th ear?h ere he rot? 
pow. Faith ifa be not rotten before a die, as wchaocmany poc- 
e corfts , that will fcarcc hold the laying in , a will laft you fomc 
•ght yeare,or nineyearc. A Tanner will laft you nine yearc. 

Ham. W'hy he more then anotherf 

Whyllr,hi$ hidcis I'o tand with his trade, that awill keepe 
E i uc water a great whilejSc your water is a fore decaycr of your whor- 
l|| ’U dead body, hccr’s a fcull now hath lycn you i'th earth 23,yeaies. 
Ham. Whofewasit^ 

j A whotfon mad fcllowes it was,whofe do you think it was? 
Haw, Nay I know not. 

^/ow. Apcftilencc ©nhimforamadrogue, apourda flagonof 
Penilh on my bead once ; this fame skull fir, was fir Tericks skull, the 
^iings iefter. 




Ham. This? 


5 j ■f't' (^lov, Eenthat. 

M Ham. Alas poorc Toricke'i knew him Horatio, 3 . fellow of infinite 
i: : ^ft, of nroft cxcelent fancy , hce hath bore me on his backe a thou. 

times, and now how abhorred in my imagination it is:my gorge 
If I ifes at it. Here hung thofe lyppes that I haue kift I know not how 
f ! i|-,|ft;where be your gibes now ? your gamboles, your fongs, your fla- 
lies of merrimentjtbat were wont to fet the table on aroate,not one 
v S jbwto mocke your owne grinning, quite chopfalne. Now get you 
stny Ladies tabk,and tell her, let her paint an inch tbickc,to ihisfa- 




pur fire muft come, make her laugh at that, 
irethee H(»ri?r/o tel! me one, thing. 

-[y Hora. What’s tha* my Lord; 

'ii. ! /3W?w.Dooft thouthinke Alexander \ooktzi\ns(iOnoa i’th earth? 
'!j|; Hora. Ecnfb. 


■ I.'' ( 


■’I; 


Ham, AndfmeItfo:pah. 
Hora. Een io my Lord . 


,u,, , Har-J. i o what bafe -rfes we may returnc Horatio I’Why may not 
tf ' 1*8 trace the noble duft oi Alexander ttiiX a find it flopping 

f ! fi ihinghole^ 

"III; ; Hora. Twere to confidcr too curioufly to confider fo. 

No faith,not aiot, but to follow him thether with modefly 
ii'ljil :<;ugi.,andlikeIihood to Icadc iweAloxandcr dicd, 9 A lexander was 
' i,!'& fried, Alexander rcturneth to duft, the duft is earth, ofcarth wee 
t|ll| l]jq Lomc,& why of thap Lome whereto he was co»ucrted, mig 


• Trtnce ef Dmndrke, 

They not ftoppe a Bearc-barrell? 

I^perirus Cafar dead, and turn’d to Clay, 

Micht ftoppe a holc,to keepe the wind away. 

.,0 tliat that earth which kept the world in awe, 

Shoulp patch a wall t’expcll the waters flaw. 

But foftjbut foft awhile, here comes the King, £HterKin 

Tile QiKcne,the courcicts,who is this they follow? QMe.Laerti 
And with fuch maimed rites?this doth betoken, and the eorft 

The corfe they follow, did with defprat hand 
Foredoo it ownc lifc,twas of fome eftate, j 

Conch wc a while and marke. | 

Laer. What Ceremony clfe? j. 

Ham, That is I.<«(rrrw a very noble youth, make. ; 

"Laer. What Ceremony elfef . • ^ t '' 

HoSl, Her obfequics haue beene as farre inlarg d 
As we haue warranty,her death was doubtful!, t; 

And but that great conimaud ore-fwayes the ordcr,^ 

She fliould in ground vnfanclified beene lodg d 

Tillthelaft trumpet rforcharitableprayers. 

Flints and Peebles fliould be thrqwnc on her: 

Yet hecrc flic is allow’d her virgin Grants, 

Hctmayden ftrewments.and the bringing home 
Of bell and buriall. 

\,aer. Muft there no mote be doonef 
fDaS. Nomorebcdoonc. 

We fliould prophane the fcruice ofthc dead. 

To fing a Requiem and fuch reft to her 
As to peace-parted foules. 

\,aer. Lay her i’th earth, ' 

And from herfaire and vnpoilutedflefli ^ ; ■ 

May Violets Iprnig : I tell thee churlifliPrieft, . 

A minirtring Angcll fiiall my filler be , 

When thon iyeft howling. 

Ham. What, the faire Ophelia. 

Qnee. Sweets to the Iweet, farewell, 

I hop't thou fliould’ft haue beene my Ham^ttV^uCf 
I thought thy bride-bed to haue deckt fwcct ma'ide,. 

And not haue ftrevv’d thy grauo. 

O trebblewoc : ' , ' . J"' pal 
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